I wonder, how many layers of gurnards, were thus
buried in the ground! I could never venture more
than a hundred yards or so from the house. As soon
as my escapade was discovered, papa would call me
back by blowing on a horn. I never knew what it was
to have an outing with a friend, or to disappear at
dusk with my sister. To all intents I lived in a prison.
How on earth did 1 ever manage to get as far as Paris?
I remember that in the district where I first lodged
there was a knife-grinder who had a horn just like
my father's. Whenever he blew it, I jumped. I would
go to the window and bawl abuse at the old man.
He would look up at me with astonishment. I never
saw that particular look on my father's face, for my
father was never in his life astonished at anything.
There was not even disapproval in his eyes, but only
a quick, dry flash which discoloured the iris. I ima-
gined, then, that under the wand of some magician,
my father had been turned into a knife-grinder, and,
as a result of my intervention, had been driven from
his home to wander under my window. How I let
rny imagination revel in a scene which I composed
in which, with a trembling finger, I should point my
father to the door. I felt that I was secure and without
reproach: an unworthy father had inflicted much
harm on us. As a finishing touch I summoned up from
the distant past innumerable members of my family
who should all be present at the great denouement,
when I should go down into the street, there to re-
ceive the approving plaudits of the neighbours, who
would press me to their hearts, and say: "Thanks to
you we shall now have a little peace and quiet,"
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